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PREFACE

THuEese reading books have been prepared in the first
instance for use among pupils of eleven or twelve and
above, and are thus suitable for the middle forms of
secondary schools, the four years of central and higher
grade schools, the upper standards of elementary
schools and the literature courses of continuation
schools. Admirable use is new made of what are
called Continuous Readers ; but these should not wholly
supplant a miscellany, a collection of extracts good
in themselves and representative of great or interesting
writers.

Reading in schools may take three forms—audible
reading by individual pupils, silent reading by all
members of a class and reading by the teacher to the
class. These forms represent three grades of difficulty
in matter. Pupils can appreciate poetry and prose
well read to them which they could not themselves
read aloud with intelligence. Some parts, therefore,
of the available material should reach the third grade
of difficulty. It must certainly not all be kept down
to the level of a stumbler’s precarious fluency. Litera-
ture should be measured out to readers by their
capacity to receive rather than by their ability to
deliver.

Young people do not fully understand much of their
reading; but they can be deeply impressed even where
they do not comprehend; and their selective instincts
(very different in different cases) should at least have
a chancesof working upon noble matter. We must
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take the mean, not the meanest, capacity for our
standard. Difficulty is not an affair of words. Pupils
of fifteen can get more from Wordsworth’s Immortalsty
ode than from such apparently simple poems as 7 be
Fountain and The Two April Mornings—more, even,
from the great narrative passages of Paradise Lost,
than from the exquisite traceries of Lycidas. They
can understand, in a sense, a scene from Prometheus,
but they will hardly understand in any sense a
Conversation of Landor. The nearer prose or verse
lies to the elemental, the nearer it lies to the young
reader’s understanding.

The present collection is purely a miscellany. Some
hints of a purpose in the choice and arrangement of
passages will be discerned, but this is not emphasised,
and, generally, the collection may be said to exist for
its parts rather than for any fanciful wholeness. It
does not in the least pretend to be representative of
any special age or country, or to exhibit the main
types of literature, or to have one inflexible standard
of inclusion. It is certainly not a selection from the
“hundred best books.” The editor’s aim has been to
give young readers the pleasure that is also a profit—
to afford them  the varied excitements (and incite-
ments) of miscellaneous reading, to introduce to their
notice certain poems, passages, books and writers
great, or famous, or merely entertaining, and to
associate with these a few pictures, drawings and
engravings of widely differing schools and periods.
Perhaps it may be added that special care has been
given to the text.

The general tendency of school reading nowadays is
towards a more ordered and therefore more restricted
range of English literature, and away from the mis-
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cellaneous knowledge that amused the youth of older
people. Much has been gained by the change; but
something, too, has been lost. It is better, certainly,
to know some poems in particular than to know some-
thing about poetry in general. The pupil of to-day
gets a first-hand acquaintance with some selected
examples of English literature, but he misses that
general knowledge of books, which, though it may
amount to very little in present proﬁt is a great
investment towards future reading. The indiscrimi-
nate young reader of old at least got to know some
of the landmarks in general literature. To-day, the
student of twenty, who can read (say) Francis Thomp-
son with appreciation, has been known to refer, in the
more expansive moments of his essays, to the epic
poems of Plato and the tragic dramas of Dante. The
present volumes, as a middle course between too vague
general knowledge and too restricted selection, will
supplement, without disturbing, any chosen or pre-
scribed scheme of study.

They may even find another use; for books have
destinies of their own. The savage satire for men
becomes (after due purgation) a playbook for children;
and the children’s fairy tale, with its delicate irony,
becomes the delight of the elders. Perhaps the present
volumes may achieve this extended application, and
amuse the grown-up and the growing-up as well as
instruct the children. The puzzling question, “What
ought I to read,” often asked by young people with
a developing sense of responsibility, can be answered,
at least in part, by these volumes. To such inquirers
it may be said, “ Here you will find many clues to
the paradise of literature: follow that which leads you
through the most attractive way.” Had the collection
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been designed in the first place for older readers, some
passages now included might have been replaced by
others less familiar. Still, the familiar has its claim,
and, “in vacant or in pensive mood,” even a special
charm for experienced readers. The day-book of the
boy may be welcome as a bedside book for the man.

The variety of the entertainment is part of the plan.
Neither man nor boy can live by the sublime alone,
and so the range of the selection has been made very
wide. Modern and even contemporary work has been
drawn upon, though one’s liberty of choice 1s here very
restricted. Whether we are teachers or learners, we
must not be fearful of the new. For us there should be
no ‘“‘battle of the antient and modern books,” but one
great stream of literature with all its lesser waters,
as full and noble now as ever.

GEORGE SAMPSON

August 1918,
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JOHN BUNYAN

(1628-1685)

MR. VALIANT PASSES THROUGH THE RIVER TO THE
CELESTIAL CITY

Then said he, I am going to my Father’s, and though with
great Difficulty I am got hither, yet now I do not repent me of
all the Trouble I have been at to arrive where I am. My Sword,
I give to him that shall succeed me in my Pilgrimage, and my
Courage and Skill, to him that can get it. My Marks and Scars
I carry with me, to be a Witness for me, that I have fought his
Battles, who now will be my Rewarder.

When the Day that he must go hence was come, many ac-
companied him to the River side, into which, as he went, he
said Death, where is thy Sting? And as he went down deeper,
he said, Grave, where is thy Victory? So he passed over, and
all the Trumpets sounded for him on the other side.

The Pilgrim’s Progress



WILLIAM BLAKE

WiLLiam Brake (1757-1827), painter, engraver and poet, was born in.
London. His volumes Poetical Sketches, Songs of Innocence and Somgs of
Experience contain some beautiful poems. He wrote a series of long works—
“prophetic books” in Biblical style—from one of which, Ferusalem, the
first of the following extracts is taken. The second occurs in Milton, another
long poem. Many of Blake’s volumes were elaborately illustrated by his
own hand, and he drew some remarkable illustrations for other books. He
had a strong and simple imagination; and, in the sincerity of his faith,
believed that he saw visions of angels and other spiritual beings.

ENGLAND AWAKE!
(From Ferusalem)

England! awake! awake! awake!
Jerusalem thy Sister calls!

Why wilt thou sleep the sleep of death,
And close her from thy ancient walls?

Thy hills and valleys felt her feet
Gently upon their bosoms move:
Thy gates beheld sweet Zion’s ways;
Then was a time of joy and love.

And now the time returns again:
Our souls exult: and London’s towers

Receive the Lamb of God to dwell
In England’s green and pleasant bowers.

1
(From Milton)

And did those feet in ancient time

Walk upon England’s mountains green?
And was the holy Lamb of God

On England’s pleasant pastures seen?

8. L. R, II, |
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And did the Countenance Divine
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?

And was Jerusalem builded here
Among these dark Satanic Mills?

Bring me my bow of burning gold !
Bring me my arrows of desire!

Bring me my spear: O clouds, unfold}
Bring me my chariot of fire!

I will not cease from mental fight,

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand,
Till we have built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant land,

ADDISON

Josepn App1son (1672-1719), the son of a Wiltshire clergyman, was educated
at Charterhouse and Oxford. He wrote many poems, including The Camj-aign,
which celebrates the victory at Blenheim. He is specially admired for the
pleasant, good-humoured and charming essays written—some of them in
association with Richard Steele—for two famous periodicals, The Tatler
and The Spectator. Of these essays those which deal with the life of an
imaginary country gentleman Sir Roger de Coverley are perhaps the most
popular. Addison was active in political life and held several important
offices. Thackeray’s novel Esmond includes Addison and Steele among its
characters. The essay which follows is No. 159 of The Spectator (1 Sept. 1711).

THE VISION OF MIRZAH

Omnem, qua nunc obducta tuenti
Mortales hebetat visus tibi, et humida circum
Caligat, nubem eripiam. VirG. Zn. ii. 604,

The cloud, which, intercepting the clear light,
Hangs o’er thy eyes, and blunts thy mortal sight,
I will remove.

When I was at Grand Cairo, I picked up several oriental manu-
scripts, which I have still by me. Among others I met with one
entitled, The Visions of Mirzah, which I have read over with great
pleasure. I intend to give it to the public when I have no other
entertainment for them; and shall begin with the first vision,
which I have translated word for word as follows:
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“On the fifth day of the moon, which according to the custom
of my forefathers I always keep holy, after having washed myself,
and offered up my morning devotions, I ascended the high hills
of Bagdad, in order to pass the rest of the day in meditation and
prayer. As I was here airing myself on the tops of the mountains,
I fell into a profound contemplation on the vanity of human life;
and passing from one thought to another, ‘Surely,” said I, ‘man
is but a shadow, and life a dream.” Whilst I was thus musing, I
cast my eyes towards the summit of a rock that was not far from
me, where I discovered one in the habit of a shepherd, with a
little musical instrument in his hand. As I looked upon him he
applied it to his lips, and began to play upon it. The sound of it
was exceeding sweet, and wrought into a variety of tunes that
were inexpressibly melodious, and altogether different from any
thing I had ever heard. They put me in mind of those heavenly
airs that are played to the departed souls of good men upon their
first arrival in Paradise) to wear out the impressions of their last
agonies, and qualify them for the pleasures of that happy place.
My heart melted away in secret raptures.)

“I had been often told that the rock before me was the haunt
of a genius; and that several had been entertained with music
who had passed by it, but never heard that the musician had before
made himself visible. When he had raised my thoughts by those
transporting airs which he played, to taste the pleasures of his
conversation, as I looked upon him like one astonished, he
beckoned to me, and by the waving of his hand directed me to
approach the place where he sat. I drew near with that reverence
which is due to a superior nature; and as my heart was entirely
subdued by the captivating strains I had heard, I fell down at his
feet and wept. {The genius smiled upon me with a look of compas-
sion and affability that familiarised him to my imagination,)and
at once dispelled all the fears and apprehensions with which I
approached him. He lifted me from the ground, and taking me
by the hand, ‘Mirzah,’ said he, ‘I have heard thee in thy solilo-
quies; follow me.’

“He then led me to the highest pinnacle of the rock, and placing
me on the top of it—*Cast thy eyes eastward,’ said he, ‘and tell
me what thou seest.’—*I see,” said I, ‘a huge valley, and a pro-
digious tide of water rolling through it —“The valley that thou

I—2
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seest,” said he, ‘is the Vale of Misery, and the tide of water that
thou seest is part of the great tide of eternity.’—What is the
reason,’ said I, ‘that the tide I see rises out of a thick mist at one
end, and again loses itself in a thick mist at the other?’—What
thou seest,” said he, ‘is that portion of eternity which is called
time, measured out by the sun, and reaching from the beginning
of the world to its consummation.’—‘Examine now,’ said he,
‘this sea that is bounded with darkness at both ends, and tell me
what thou discoverest in it.’—*‘I see a bridge,” said I, ‘standing
in the midst of the tide.’—‘The bridge thou seest,’ said he, ‘is
human life; consider it attentively.” Upon a more leisurely survey
of it, I found that it consisted of threescore and ten entire arches,
with several broken arches, which, added to those that were
entire, made up the number about a hundred. As I was counting
the arches, the genius told me that this bridge consisted at first of
a thousand arches: but that a great flood swept away the rest,
and left the bridge in the ruinous condition I now beheld it. ‘But
tell me further,” said he, ‘what thou discoverest on it.’—‘I see
multitudes of people passing over it,” said I, ‘and a black cloud
hanging on each end of it.” As I looked more attentively, I saw
several of the passengers dropping through the bridge into the
great tide that flowed underneath it: and, upon farther examina-
tion, perceived there were innumerable trap-doors that lay con-
cealed in the bridge, which the passengers no sooner trod upon,
but they fell through them into the tide, and immediately
disappeared. These hidden pit-falls were set very thick at the
entrancé of the bridge, so that throngs of people no sooner
broke through the cloud, but many of them fell into them. They
grew thinner towards the middle, but multiplied and lay closer
together towards the end of the arches that were entire.

“There were indeed some persons, but their number was very
small, that continued a kind of hobbling march on the broken
arches, but fell through one after another, being quite tired and
spent with so long a walk.

“I passed some time in the contemplation of this wonderful
structure, and the great variety of objects which it presented.
My heart was filled with a deep melancholy to see several dropping
unexpectedly in the midst of mirth and jollity, and catching at
every thing that stood by them to save themselves. Some were
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looking up towards the heavens in a thoughtful posture, and in the
midst of a speculation stumbled and fell out of sight. Multitudes
were very busy in the pursuit of bubbles that glittered in their

eyes and danced before them; but often when they thought
themselves within the reach of them, their footing failed, and
down they sank. In this confusion of objects, I observed some
with scimitars in their hands, and others with vessels, who ran
to and fro upon the bridge, thrusting several persons on trap-doors
which did not seem to lie in their way, and which they might
have escaped had they not been thus forced upon them.

“The genius seeing me indulge myself in this (melancholy
prospect) told me I had dwelt long enough upon it. ‘Take thine
eyes off the bridge,” said he, ‘and tell me if thou yet seest any
thing thou dost not comprehend.” Upon looking up, ‘What mean,’
said I, ‘those great flights of birds that are perpetually hovering
about the bridge, and settling upon it from time to time? I see
vultures, harpies, ravens, cormorants, and among many other
feathered creatures several little winged boys, that perch in great
numbers upon the middle arches.’—‘These,’ said the genius, “are
Envy, Avarice, Superstition, Despair, Love, with the like cares
and passions that infest human life.’

“I here fetched a deep sigh. ‘Alas,’ said I, ‘man was made in
vain! how is he given away to misery and mortality! tortured in
life, and swallowed up in death!’ The genius, being moved with
compassion towards me, bid me quit so uncomfortable a prospect.
‘Look no more,’ said he, ‘on man in the first stage of his existence,
in his setting out for eternity; but cast thine eye on that thick
mist into which the tide bears the several generations of mortals
that fallintoit.” Idirected my sight as I was ordered, and (whether
or no the good genius strengthened it with any supernatural force,
or dissipated part of the mist that was before too thick for the
eye to penetrate) I saw the valley opening at the further end, and
spreading forth into an immense ocean, that had a huge rock of
adamant running through the midst of it, and dividing it into
two equal parts. The clouds still rested on one half of it, insomuch
that I could discover nothing in it: but the other appcared to me
a vast ocean planted with innumerable islands, that were covered
with fruits and flowers, and interwoven with a thousand little
shining seas that ran among them. I could see persons dressed
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in glorious habits, with garlands upon their heads, passing among
the trees, lying down by the sides of fountains, or resting on
beds of flowers; and could hear a confused harmony of singing-
birds, falling water, human voices, and musical instruments.
Gladness grew in me upon the discovery of so delightful a sceney
I wished for the wings of an eagle, that I might fly away to
those happy seats: but the genius told me there was no passage
to them, except through the gates of death that I saw opening
every moment upon the bridge. ‘The islands,” said he, ‘that lie
so fresh and green before thee, and with which the whole face of
the ocean appears spotted as far as thou canst see, are more in
number than the sands on the sea-shore; there are myriads of
islands behind those which thou here discoverest, reaching further
than thine eye, or even thine imagination can extend itself. These
are the mansions of good men after death, who, according to the
degree and kinds of virtue in which they excelled, are distributed
among these several islands; which abound with pleasures of
different kinds and degrees, suitable to the relishes and perfections
of those who are settled in them;{every island is a paradise
accommodated to its respective inhabitants) Are not these, O
Mirzah, habitations worth contending for? Does life appear
miserable, that gives thee opportunities of earning such a reward?
Is death to be feared, that will convey thee to so happy an existence?
Think not man was made in vain, who has such an eternity
reserved for him.” I gazed with inexpressible pleasure on these
happy islands. ‘At length,’ said I, ‘show me now, I beseech thee,
the secrets that lie hid under those dark clouds which cover the
ocean on the other side of the rock of adamant.’ The genius
making me no answer, I turned about to address myself to him a
second time, but I found that he had left me: I then turned again
to the vision which I had been so long contemplating; but instead
of the rolling tide, the arched bridge, and the happy islands, I saw
nothing but the long hollow valley of Bagdad, with oxen, sheep,
and camels, grazing upon the sides of it.”



TOLSTOY

Count Lro NixorarevircH Torstoy (1828-1910), one of the greatest of
Russian writers, was born at Yasnaya Polyana, near Tula, a large town
south of Moscow. He came of a famous noble family, and, after a somewhat
ill-spent youth at educational institutions in Moscow and Kazan, he entered
the army and fought in the Caucasus and the Crimea. His first stories,
Cbhildbood, Boybood and Y outb, were written at this period, and his experiences
in the war produced the splendid sketches called Sevastopol. He left the
army and devoted himself to literature. The longest and, perhaps, the
finest of his books is War and Peace, a magnificent story of Napoleon’s
invasion of Russia. Other famous novels are Anna Karénsna and Resurrection.
In his later years, he devoted himself to re-stating the rules of life given by
Jesus in the Sermon on the Mount, and to uplifting the ignorant peasants
of his country. He wrote, therefore, many little books upon religious subjects,
and many beautiful short stories, simple enough to be understood by all
The story which follows is one of these tales. Tolstoy lived simply aad
sparely as if he were himself a poor peasant. His life was so sincere that his
personal example has been as great an influence as his writings.

In connection with the following story, it should be understood that the
great ambition of the Russian peasants is to make a pilgrimage to Jerusalem
to visit the scenes associated with the life and death of Jesus. They save
money for many years and go in hundreds on this long journey, enduring
all sorts of terrible hardships and discomforts.

Translated by Madame Kosnakoff and A. C. Fifield.

THE TWO PILGRIMS

The woman saith unto him, Sir, I perceive that thou art a prophet.
Our fathers worshipped in this mountain; and ye say that in Jerusalem is
the place where men ought to worship.

esus saith unto her, Woman, believe me, the hour cometh, when ye shall
neither in this mountain, nor yet at Jerusalem, worship the Father. Ye
worship ye know not what: we know what we worship: for salvation is of
the Jews. But the hour cometh, and now is, when the true worshippers
shall worship the Father in apirit and in truth: for the Father secketh such
to worship him.—John iv. 19-23.

Two old men once agreed to go on a pilgrimage together to
worship God in Jerusalem. One was a rich peasant called Yefim
Shevelev, the other was not wealthy and was called Elisha Bodrov.

Yefim was a staid, respectable man, upright and severe. He
neither drank brandy nor smoked tobacco, nor took snuff, and
he had never in his life used bad language. Twice he had been
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chosen starosta (president of the village commune), and in neither
term had he made any debts. He had a large family: two sons
and a married grandson,—and all lived together. He himself was
a hale, strong, long-bearded man, and although he was seventy
years old his figure was still erect and his beard was only just
beginning to show a few gray hairs.

Elisha was also an old man, and was neither rich nor poor;
formerly he had worked as a carpenter, but now he was old he
stayed at home and kept bees. One of his sons worked away from
home, the other lived with his father. Elisha was a kind-hearted
and jovial little old man who liked his brandy and his snuff, and
was fond of singing, but he was very peaceable and inoffensive
and lived on good terms with his family and neighbours. He was
a short and dark-haired little man, with a little curly beard and
2 head as bald as that of his patron saint, Elisha the prophet.

The old men had made their vow and had agreed to go to
Jerusalem together long ago, but Yefim’s time was always taken
up. There was always some business on hand. As soon as one
thing was finished, he took up another. First his grandson was to
be married; then his son was coming home from the army; and
now he had begun to build a new hut.

One festival day the old men met, and sat down on some timber
to chat.

“Well, gossip,” said Elisha, “when shall we set out to fulfil
our vow?”

Yefim frowned: “I must wait,” he said; “this is a hard year
for me. When I began to build this hut I thought it would cost
me about a hundred roubles ({10) and I have already spent near
three hundred, and it isn’t finished yet. We must wait till next
summer. Then, God willing, we will certainly go.”

“As I look at it,” said Elisha, “we shouldn’t put it off. We
ought to start now. Spring is the best time.”

“Time! yes, that’s the best time, but now that I’ve begun the
hut, how can I leave it?”

“Haven’t you any one at home? Let your son see to it.”

“Yes, I know how he would see to it. He is not to be depended
on. He sometimes takes too much to drink.”

“Well, neighbour, when we die, you know, they will have to
get on without us. Let your son begin to learn now.”
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“No doubt, no doubt. But somehow I always want to have my
eye on everything and finish it myself.”

“Well, you can’t finish everything, my friend. The other day
my women were scrubbing and cleaning everything for Easter.
T his had to be done and that had to be done, and there was always
something more to do. So my eldest son’s wife, who is a sensible
woman, said: ‘It’s a good thing,’ says she, ‘that the holiday
doesn’t wait for us, else,” says she ‘we should never be done,
however much we worked.””

Yefim became thoughtful.

“I have spent a lot of money on this hut,” he said, “and I can’t
start on this journey with empty hands either. A hundred roubles
is no small sum.”

Elisha laughed.

“Don’t commit a sin, neighbour,” he said. “You have ten
times as much as I have, and yet you talk about money! Only
say when you will start, and although I haven’t any money, I’ll
get some.”

Yefim smiled.

“I didn’t know you were such a rich man,” he said. “How will
you get the money?”

“QOh, I'll scrape some of it together somehow at home, and as
for the rest, I’ll let a neighbour have half a score of my bee hives.
He has been wanting them a long while.”

“If the swarms turn out good, you’ll be sorry.”

“Sorry! Not I, neighbour; I have never in my life been sorry
about anything, except my sins. There is nothing dearer than the
soul.”

“Yes, that’s true, but still it’s bad when things gowrongathome.”

“ And when things go wrong with the soul? That’s much worse.
We have made a vow and we must go. Come, don’t put it off any
longer.”

1I

At last Elisha persuaded his friend. Yefim thought and thought
about it, and the next morning he came to Elisha.

“Well, let us go,” he said. “You speak the truth. God is the
master of our life and death. We must start while we have life
and strength.”
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Within a week the old men were ready.

Yefim had money in his house. He took a hundred roubles and
left two hundred with his old wife.

Elisha also was ready; he sold his neighbour the ten hives with
all the new swarms when they came. He raised seventy roubles
by this. The remaining thirty roubles he collected from his family,
and fairly cleaned out everyone. His old wife gave him every
rouble she had saved up for her funeral; his daughter-in-law also
gave him hers.

Yefim left instructions with his son concerning all household
matters: how many fields to rent for haying, what land to manure,
and how to finish and roof the hut. He thought about everything,
and gave orders how everything was to be done.

Elisha only told his old wife to be sure to separate the young
swarms that were to be sold from his own, and to give them all
honestly to the neighbour; and that was all. He did not even
speak of household affairs. “You will see for yourself what there
is to be done,” he said. “You are masters, and you will do what
you think best.”

At last everything was ready. The women folk baked a lot of
flat cakes, sewed some bags to put them in, gave them new boots,
plaited some extra shoes of birch-bark, and cut new strips of linen
for the leg-bands (used by Russian peasants instead of stockings).
Then the old men set out accompanied by their families as far as
the end of the village. There they bade them good-bye and went
on their way alone.

Elisha started with a light heart, and forgot all his cares as soon
as he had left the village behind. His only thoughts were how to
please his comrade, how to avoid being harsh to anyone, and
how to get to the journey’s end and home again in peace and love
with all men. As he walked he was-all the time whispering prayers
to himself or repeating what lives of the saints he could remember.
When he met people on the road or stopped anywhere for the
night, he was always on the watch to do a kindness to anyone,
and to say a good word to all. And he went on his way rejoicing.
There was only one thing he could not give up. He had meant to
give up taking snuff, and had even left his snuff-box at home,
but he felt very bad without it,—and then a stranger on the
road gave him some. So from time to time he fell behind his
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companion—not to lead him into temptation—and took his
inch.

P Yefim also got on well. He walked steadily, said very little,
and did no wrong; but there was no content in his heart. He could
not free his mind from cares about his household matters. He
was always thinking of how they were getting on at home. Had
he forgotten to give this or that order to his son? Would his son
do what was necessary? Whenever he saw potatoes being planted
or manure carted along the road he would think, “Is my son doing
just as I told him?” And sometimes he felt almost ready to turn
back and show his son how the things ought to be done, or even
do them himself.

I

Five weeks went by. They had worn out their new shoes and
had to buy others. At last they came to Little Russia. All through
their journey so far they had always had to buy their food and to
pay for their night’s lodgings, but here in Little Russia all the
people seemed eager to invite them freely. They were lodged and
fed, and their bags were filled with bread or cakes for the journey,
and no one would take any money in return. So they made
another seven hundred versts (500 miles) which cost them nothing,
crossed into another government, and came to a famine-stricken
district.

The people here also let them spend the nights without payment,
but they got no food. In some places they could not even get
any bread, and no money could buy it. Last year, the people said,
the crops had failed altogether. The rich peasants had been ruined,
and had sold all they had; those who had been moderately well
off were now in misery, and the poor had either perished utterly
or had become beggars; a few only remained at home, eating
ground corn-husks and tree-bark in the winter.

One morning, after spending the night in a village, the two
pilgrims bought fifteen pounds of bread and started off before
sunrise, so as to travel a good bit before the heat of the day. They
walked about ten versts (seven miles) and then came to a brook,
where they sat down to rest, filled their cups with water, soaked
their bread and ate. Then they rested awhile, and changed their
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leg wrappers. Elisha took out his snuff box. Yefim shook his head
at him.

“Why don’t you give up that dirty habit?” he said.

Elisha waved his hand in despair. “I can’t help it,” he said;
“the sin has got the better of me.”

They rose and went on. After ten more versts they came to a
large village which they passed through. The sun was hot by this
time and Elisha was tired and wanted to rest and have a drink.
But Yefim kept on steadily. He was a stronger walker than
Elisha, who found it difficult to keep up with him.

“] should like a drink,” said Elisha.

“Well, go and get a drink. I am not thirsty.”

Elisha stopped.

“Don’t wait for me,” he said. “I’ll only go into this cottage
and get some water and catch you up in a moment.”

“All right,” said Yefim, who continued on his way alone, while
Elisha turned towards the cottage.

It was a small hut with plaster walls, painted black below and
white above; but the clay was crumbling away in several places
and the roof had fallen in on one side. It was clear the hut had
not been repaired for a long time. The entrance was through the
yard, so into the yard Elisha went, and there was a gaunt beard-
less man lying on the ground near the bench, with his shirt tucked
into his trousers after the manner of the Little Russians!. The
man had probably lain down in the shade, but now the sun was
burning full upon him, and though he was not asleep he lay there
without moving. Elisha called to him and asked for water but
got NO answer.

“He is either sick or bad-tempered,” thought Elisha, and he
went to the door. He could hear a child crying inside. He rapped
with the latch ring: “Masters!” he called. No answer. He tapped
the door with his stick. “Christians!” No sound. “Servants of
God!” No reply. Elisha was about to turn away when he seemed
to hear some one groaning inside.

“Something’s wrong,” he thought. “I had better see.” And
he approached the door again.

1 The peasants of Great Russia wear the shirt outside the trousers,
after the manner of a smock frock.—Trans.
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v

Elisha turned the handle—the door was unfastened. He opened
it and stepped into the passage. The inner door was open; on the
left of the room was the stove, in the corner a stand with images,
and a table; near the table a bench, and on the bench sat an old
woman with nothing on but a shirt, resting her bare unkempt
head on the table. By her side stood a little boy with a swollen
stomach, thin, and white as wax, pulling her by the sleeve, and
screaming and sobbing and asking for something to eat. Elisha
entered. The stench in the room was suffocating. Behind the
oven, on a shelf, lay another woman, her legs twitching convul-
sively and her body rolling over from side to side. She lay on her
face and did not look up; her throat was rattling, and the stench
rose from her shelf. It was clear that she was too ill and weak to
get up, and that no one had been attending to her or doing
anything for her. The old woman raised her head and saw Elisha.

“What do you want?” she muttered in Little Russian. “What
do you want? We’ve nothing for you.”

Elisha understood and came near to her. “I want some water,
friend,” he said.

“There’s no one to get any. And we have none. We have
nothing. Go your way.”

“Is there no one to look after this woman?” said Elisha.

“No, no one. Our man is dying in the yard and we are dying
here.”

The boy, who had stopped crying when he saw the stranger,
caught the old woman by the sleeve again as soon as she began to
talk—“Bread, granny, bread,” he cried, sobbing, “give me
some bread.”

Elisha was going to question the old woman further, when the
man staggered into the hut, and tried to reach the bench by
clinging to the wall; but he tottered and fell down in the corner
near the door, and lay there unable to rise. Then he began to
speak. He brought out one word at a time, gasping for breath
between each.

“We are ill...” he muttered, “and starving... Look...heis
dying. . .of hunger!” And he pointed to the little boy and burst
into tears.
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Elisha slipped his arms free from the straps, slung his bag to the
floor, lifted it to the bench and opened it. He took out a loaf of
bread and a knife, cut off a slice and offered it to the peasant. The
peasant shook his head and pointed to the boy; “Give it to them.”
Elisha offered the bread to the boy, who stretched out his arms,
seized it with both hands, and began to eat it ravenously. Then
a little girl crawled out from behind the oven and stared at the
bread. Elisha gave her a piece also. Then he cut another slice
for the old woman. She took it and tried to munch it. “Will you
get some water?” she said: “their throats are parched. I tried
to get some—I don’t remember when,—yesterday or to-day,—
but I fell down-—and could not get there, and the pail must be
there still, if no one has taken it.”

Elisha asked where the well was and she told him. He went out,
found the pail, and brought water and gave them some to drink.
The children and the old woman ate some more bread with the
water, but the man refused. “I can’t eat,” he said.

The other woman was still unconscious, and lay tossing from
side to side on the shelf.

Elisha went into the village and bought meal, salt, flour and
butter. Then he found a hatchet, chopped some wood and lighted
the fire; the girl helped him and he made some soup and gruel
and fed them all.

\'4

The man ate, and the old woman also, and the children licked
the bowl clean and then lay down to sleep in each other’s arms.
Then the peasant and the old woman began to tell Elisha how it
had all happened.

“We were never rich,” said the peasant, “and last year all the
crops failed, and since autumn we have been living on what we
had laid by. When we had spent everything we had, we asked
the good people around to help us. At first they gave, but after a
time they refused. Even those who would have been glad to help
us had nothing themselves. And we were ashamed to go on
begging—we owed everyone—money, flour and bread. I tried to
get work, but there was none to be had. All the people are offering
to work these famine days, just for their keep. One day I would
have work and the next two I would do nothing but hunt about
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for a job. The old woman and the girl went begging far away
from home, but they got very little. No one had any bread. Still
we managed to keep along somehow, hoping to pull through till
the new crops. But when spring came no one would help us any
more, and then sickness came. We were very bad then. One
day we ate and two days we had nothing. Then we began to eat
grass, Then my woman fell ill—whether it was from the grass
or not I don’t know. She couldn’t move and I, also, have no
strength left. And I don’t know how we are going to be cured.”

“I alone managed to keep up a little longer,” said the old
woman, “but I grew very weak without food and my strength
failed. The girl also became very weak and frightened. I tried to
send her to the neighbours, but she would not go. She got into a
corner and we couldn’t get her out. The other day one of our
neighbours looked in but when she saw we were sick and hungry
she turned and went out. It is true her husband has gone away
and she has nothing to feed her children with....And so we lay
here, waiting for death.”

Elisha listened to them and changed his mind about trying to
join Yefim that day. He stopped the night, and the next morning
he set to on the household work as if he had been the master. He
made the fire and helped the old woman to mix the bread; then he
took the girl and went to the neighbours to get the most needful
things. There was nothing in the cottage, neither food nor clothing;
everything had been eaten or sold. Elisha began to get the most
necessary things together; some he made himself, others he bought.

So he lived there three days. The little boy got stronger and
began to run about and to make friends with Elisha. The girl
became quite bright again and helped Elisha with everything,
and followed him about calling him “grandad.” The old woman
got well enough to go to her neighbours. The peasant himself
could walk a little, holding on to the wall. Only the young woman
was no better, but on the third day she came to herself and asked
for food.

“Well,” thought Elisha, “I must be going now. I never thought
to waste so much time.”
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VI

The fourth day was the end of the summer fast from meat-eating,
and Elisha thought: “I’ll stay and break the fast with them and
buy them something for the Saint’s Day, and then I can start in
the evening.” So he went into the village and bought milk and
lard and white flour, and helped the old woman to cook; and next
morning he went to church, and came home, and ate the festival
meal with them. The young woman got up that day and began
to move about feebly. The man shaved, put on a clean shirt which
the old woman had washed for him, and went into the village to
a rich peasant to ask a favour. His corn and hay fields were
mortgaged to this peasant, and now he went to ask whether he
might have them till the new crops. In the evening he returned
weeping and in despair. The rich peasant had refused. “Bring
the money first,” he said.

Elisha grew thoughtful again.

“How will they live now?” he thought. “People will be hay-
making, and he will have nothing because his field is pawned.
When the rye ripens and the men are reaping it (and what fine
crops there will be too this year), he will have nothing because
his three-acre is pledged to the rich peasant. If I go away they
will soon be just as they were before.

So Elisha again changed his mind, and instead of leaving that
evening he put it off till the morrow. Then he went to sleep in
the yard. He prayed and lay down but he could not sleep. He
wanted to go on with his journey; as it was he had spent much,
both time and money; and yet he was sorry for the people. “You
can’t help everybody,” he thought. “I wanted to give them a
piece of bread each and get them some water, and now this is
where I am! Now I must go and buy out their rye field and their
grass land. And when I have done that, I must buy a cow for
the children’s milk and a horse for the man to cart his crops.
You've got caught, friend Elisha. You've slipped your cable,
and now you can just get out of it as best you can!”

Elisha sat up, pulled his kaftan (long cloth coat) from under
his head, got out his snuff box and took a pinch, hoping to clear
his mind. But it was of no use. He thought and thought, but
could come to no decision. He must go, yet he was sorry to leave
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these people. What to do he did not know. So he rolled up his
kaftan, put it under his head again, and lay down. He lay till
dawn and cock-crowing, and was just falling asleep, when suddenly
some one seemed to wake him. He dreamed that he was dressed
for the journey, with his bag and his staff, and that he had to pass
through the gate which was open only just wide enough to squeeze
through. As he was slipping through his bag caught on one side,
and while he was busy with this, his leg band caught on the other
side, and became unfastened. He bent down to put that right,
and then he saw that it was not the gate that held him, but the
little girl, who clung to him crying: “Granddad, little granddad,
bread!” He looked down and there was the boy clutching his
foot, and the old woman and the man were looking out of the
window. Elisha awoke and said to himself aloud: “To-morrow I
will redeem the rye field and the grass land, and I’ll buy a horse,
and a cow for the children, and flour to last till the new crops.
Else in going to look for Christ beyond the seas, I shall lose him
in my own soul. I must help these people.” Then he went to
sleep till the morning.

He got up early—went to the rich peasant and redeemed the
rye and grass fields. Then he bought a scythe—even that had
been sold—and carried it to the cottage. He sent the man to
mow his field, and he himself went back into the village. At last
he found a horse and cart for sale at the inn, bargained for it, and
paid the price; bought a sack of flour which he put into the cart,
and went off to buy the cow. On his way he overtook two women
who were talking together as they went. He heard what they
said, and understood enough of the dialect to know that they were
talking of him,

“At first they thought he was just an ordinary man. He said
he had come in to get some water to drink. And then he stayed
with them. The things he has bought for them! To-day I saw
him buying a horse and cart for them at the innkeeper’s.
I have never seen such people in the world. It is a thing to
wonder at.”

Elisha understood that they were praising him and he decided
not to buy the cow. So he turned back to the inn, paid for the
horse, harnessed it and drove to the cottage. At thegate he stopped
and got down. When the people saw the horse they were amazed,

.o L. Ro Il. 2
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and though it seemed plain that he had bought it for them they
hardly dared to think so. The man came to open the gate.

“Where did you get your horse, little father?” he asked.

“I bought it. It was going cheap. Better cut some grass to
put in the manger for the night; and put the sack in the loft.”

The man unharnessed the horse, took the sack, mowed some
grass and put it into the manger. Then all the family lay down to
sleep. Elisha lay down in the yard taking his own bag with him.
When everyone was asleep he rose, put on his shoes and his
haftan, slung his bag on his shoulders and went on his way to

find Yefim.

VIl

Elisha walked on about five versts (three miles); the dawn was
beginning to break. He sat down under a tree, untied his bag
and counted his money. He found he had only seventeen roubles
and twenty kopecks left.

“Well,” he thought, “I can’t cross the sea with that. And if I
begin to beg, I may fall into worse sin than before. Friend Yefim
will have to get there alone, and he will burn a candle for me.
As for me, I shall never be able to keep my vow, but thanks be
vo the Master, He is merciful; He will forgive me.”

Elisha arose, put the bag on his shoulders, and turned home-
wards. Only he made a sweep in order to avoid the village, so
that the people might not see him. He soon reached his home.
The outward journey had seemed hard to him; at times he scarcely
had been able to keep up with Yefim. But going back God gave
him such strength that he knew no weariness. He walked along
lightly, swinging his staff, and making seventy versts a day.

When he got home he found the harvests already gathered in.
His family was delighted to have their old man back again, and
questioned him eagerly as to his journey, and how he had lost his
companion, and why he had given up his journey and returned
home. Elisha however did not tell them how it all came about,
but contented himself with saying:

“Well, God willed it so. I spent the money on the road, and
then I lost my companion, and so I had to give it up. Forgive me,
for Christ’s sake.”

He gave his old wife what remained of the money, and asked
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about the household matters. All was well, everything had been
done, there had been neither mistakes nor carelessness, and all
were living in peace and concord.

Yefim’s family heard about Elisha’s return that very day, and
came to ask him about their old man. He told them the same
thing.

“%eﬁm was quite well,” he said, “when we parted three days
before St Peter’s day. I wanted to catch him up, but then it
so happened that I spent my money, and there was not enough
left to go on with, so I came back.”

The people wondered how a sensible man could do such a foolish
thing—start on a journey and not finish it and lose all his money
instead! They talked about it and then forgot it. And Elisha also
forgot. He took up his house-work again, helped his son to store
the wood for the winter and his women to grind the grain; he
roofed the barns and hived the bees and gave the ten hives with
their increase to the neighbour.

His old wife wanted to hide the number of young swarms, but
Elisha knew very well which of the old hives were swarming and
which were not, and he gave the neighbour seventeen instead of
ten. When all was finished, Elisha sent his son away to work, and
settled down at home for the winter, to plait bark shoes and to
make bee-hives.

VIII

All that day while Elisha was in the hut with the starving
peasants, Yefim was waiting for him. He went only a little way,
and then he sat down. He waited and waited, and fell asleep and
woke and waited again, but Elisha did not appear. He looked
and looked till his eyes ached. The sun had sunk behind the tree,
and still no Elisha came. “Perhaps he has passed me,” he thought,
“or perhaps someone gave him a lift and he did not see me while
I was sleeping. And yet how could he have missed me? One sees
far in the steppes. If I go back and he is in front we shall lose
each other completely. I will goon; we are sure to meet at night.”

He walked on to the next village and asked the-Elder, if a little
old man came, to send him to the same hut.

But Elisha did not come.

Yefim went further, and of every one he asked whether they

2—2
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had seen a little bald old man. No one had seen him. Yefim
wondered and went on his way alone,

“We shall meet in Odessa,” he thought, “or on board ship,”
and he ceased to trouble about it.

On the way he met a pilgrim wearing a skull-cap, a cassock, and
long hair; he had been to the monastery at Mount Athos and was
now going a second time to Jerusalem. They met at a lodging
place, fell into conversation, and went on together.

They reached Odessa, and waited there three days for a ship.
Crowds of pilgrims from many lands were waiting there. Yefim
again enquired about Elisha, but no one had seen him.

Yefim got a foreign passport, which cost him five roubles;
then he paid forty roubles for the passage to Jerusalem and back,
and bought bread and herrings for the journey.

The pilgrim tried to tell Yefim how he might get on the shi
without paying, but Yefim would not listen. “No,” he said, *
came prepared to pay, and I prefer to pay.” '

The ship was freighted and the pilgrims went on board, Yefim
and his companion among them. The anchor was lifted and they
started. The first day was fine, but towards evening a wind arose,
the rain came down in torrents, and the ship was tossed about
till the waves swept over the deck. The people were terrified; the
women wailed and screamed, and some of the weaker men ran
about looking for shelter.

Yefim also was frightened, only he would not show it; he sat
on the deck without moving, on the spot he had chosen on coming
aboard, among the Tambov pilgrims, and there he remained the
whole night and all the next day. None of them spoke, but all
sat holding their bags tightly all the time. On the third day the
weather cleared up again, and on the fifth they came to Con-
stantinople.

Some of the pilgrims landed and went to see the church of
St Sophia, which is now in the hands of the Turks; but Yefim
stayed on board, and only bought some white bread. They stayed
there for a day, and then started again. They stopped at Smyrna
and then at Alexandria, and at last reached Jaffa. At Jaffa all
the pilgrims had to land, and thence to travel seventy versts on
foot to Jerusalem. At the landing the pilgrims were greatly
frightened. The ship was high, and the people had to jump down
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into the boats, which tossed to and fro so that you were as likely
as not to fall into the water. Two pilgrims did get a wetting, but
at last all were safely landed.

Then they continued their journey on foot, and on the third
day, towards noon, they reached Jerusalem. They stopped outside
the city, in the Russian quarter; had their passports examined;
ate some food, and then went off to see the Holy places. But
it was not the proper time for admittance to the grave of Christ.

So they went to the Patriarchal Monastery, where all the
pilgrims were gathered together and the men separated from the
women. Then they were told to take off their foot-gear and to sit
in a circle. Then a monk appeared with a towel and began to
wash their feet. He washed, wiped, and kissed the feet of each
pilgrim in turn, and did the same to Yefim. Then the pilgrims
attended vespers and matins, said their prayers, burned candles,
and offered petitions for their relatives. Here they ate again, also,
and wine was given them,

The next morning they went to the cell of Mary of Egypt
where she had lived in penitence. There also they offered candles
and paid for a T¢ Deum. Then they went to Abraham’s Monastery
and saw the garden of Jehovah, where Abraham nearly sacrificed
his son to God. Afterwards they visited the spot where Christ
appeared to Mary Magdalen, and to the church of James the
brother of Christ.

All these places were pointed out to Yefim by the pilgrim, who
also told him how much money was to be given everywhere.

They returned to their inn for dinner, and after they had eaten
they were getting ready to go to bed, when suddenly the pilgrim
began to cry out and to search among his clothes. “They have
stolen my purse,” he cried, “with twenty-three roubles, I had
two ten rouble notes and three roubles in change.” He groaned
and mourned, but as there was nothing to be done, they all finally
lay down to sleep.

IX

Yefim lay without sleeping, and temptation beset him. “No
one has stolen his money,” he thought; “he never had any. He
did not give anywhere. He only told me to give and took a
rouble from me.”
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Then Yefim began to blame himself for thinking such things.
“Why do I judge the man?” he said to himself. “I am sinning.
I will not think about it any more.” But he soon forgot his
resolution and remembered how greedy the pilgrim seemed about
money and how unlikely it sounded when he said that his purse
had been stolen. “He never had any money,” thought Yefim.
“It’s only a trick.”

They rose early to go to mass in the great Church of the Resur-
rection—the Lord’s Sepulchre. The pilgrim stuck to Yefim and
followed him about everywhere.

They reached the Church. There were crowds of pilgrims of all
nations: Russians and Greeks and Armenians and Turks and
Syrians. They all crowded to the Holy Gate. Then a monk came
and guided them past the Turkish sentries to the spot where
Christ’s body had been taken from the cross and anointed, and
where nine great candles were burning. The monk explained and
showed everything, and Yefim placed a candle there.

Then the monks led him to the right up some steps to the hill
of Golgotha, where the cross had stood, and Yefim prayed there.
They showed him the hole in the earth where it had opened to
its nethermost depths, and the spot where the hands and feet of
Christ were nailed to the cross. They showed him Adam’s grave,
where the Lord’s blood had fallen upon Adam’s bones; the stone
on which Christ had sat when he was crowned with the crown of
thorns; the post to which he was bound when the soldiers scourged
him; the stone with two holes for his feet.

The monks wanted to show something else, but the people were
impatient and all hastened to the cave of the Lord’s Sepulchre.
The Latin mass was over, and the Orthodox (Greek) mass had
just begun. Yefim went with the people into the cave.

He tried to get rid of the pilgrim, for in his thoughts he sinned
against him all the time; but the pilgrim stayed by him and fol-
lowed him everywhere,—to the mass, and to the Lord’s Sepulchre.
They tried to get to the front but were too late. The crowd was
so packed that one could not move a step either forwards or back-
wards. So Yefim stood up, looking straight before him and
praying and from time to time feeling for his purse. He was not
quiet in his mind: on the one hand he thought that the pilgrim
was lying to him, and on the other hand, that he might be



TOLSTOY 23

speaking the truth, and then if the money had been really stolen
from him, the same thing might happen to Yefim himself.

X

So he stood praying and looking before him into the shrine
where the Tomb itself stood, with thirty-six lamps burning
above it. And as he stood gazing over the heads before him he
suddenly saw, standing just under the lamps where the sacred
fire burns, and in front of all the people—a little old man in a
gray kaftan, with his bald head shining in the light, just like
Elisha Bodrov. “He looks like Elisha,” thought Yefim, “but it
cannot be. He could not have got here before me. The last ship
started a week before ours. He could not have caught it, and I
know he was not on ours, for I saw all the pilgrims.”

Hardly had Yefim thought thus, when the old man began to
pray, and bowed three times, first straight before him to God, and
then to all the Christian brethren—to right and left. And when
he turned his head, Yefim recognised him. It was Elisha himself:
he could see his black, curly beard, with the gray hairs on the
cheeks, his eyebrows and eyes and nose, and his whole face—it
was Elisha without a doubt.

Yefimwas delighted to have found his companion, and wondered
how he had managed to arrive before him.

“There’s a clever one,” he thought; “he has got on in front of
everybody! I suppose he found someone who helped him and
brought him there. I will look for him when everyone goes up,
and I will get rid of my pilgrim with the skull cap and g0 with
Elisha. I daresay he will find a place for me too in front.”

Yefim stood watching Elisha all the time, not to lose sight of
him..- When the mass was finished, the crowd surged forward,
crushing each other in their haste to kiss the cross, and Yefim was
pushed aside. Again fear seized him lest he should lose his purse.
He clutched it with one hand and began shouldering his way
through the crowd to get into the open. When at last he succeeded,
he began to wander backwards and forwards, watching and look-
ing for Elisha, both in the court and inside the church. In the
cells surroundlng the chapel he saw a great many people, some of

them eating and drinking wine, and sleeping and reading. But
nowhere could he see Elisha. And Yefim went back to the inn
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without finding him. That evening the pilgrim did not return.
He disappeared, and Yefim’s rouble with him. And Yefim was
left alone.

The next day he again went to the Holy Sepulchre with an old
Tambov peasant who had come on the same ship with him. He
tried to get to the front, but was crushed back, so he stood against
a pillar and began to pray. He looked forward, and there was
Elisha again, standing right in front, beside the Tomb, under the
lights, with his arms stretched out like the priest at the altar, and
his bald head all shining. “Well,”” thought Yefim, “I shan’t
miss him this time.”” And he pushed his way to the front, but
when he got there, Elisha had disappeared. Clearly, he had left
his place. On the third day, while Yefim looked, there was Elisha
again, standing in full sight on the most sacred spot, with his
arms spread out and his face turned upwards, as though he saw
something above him; and his bald head shone more than ever.
“Well,” thought Yefim, “I must catch him this time, I shall go
and wait for him at the entrance. We can’t miss each other there.”
So he went out and stood at the gate, and waited there half the
day. All the people passed him, but there was no Elisha.

Yefim remained six weeks in Jerusalem and went everywhere:
to Bethlehem and to Bethany and to the Jordan; and at the
Holy Sepulchre he had a seal put on a new shirt, that he might
be buried in it; and he took some water from the Jordan in a
bottle, and sacred earth, and candles with the sacred flame, and
he paid in eight places for prayers for the souls of his relatives,
till all his money was spent and he had only just enough to get
home with. At last he started on his way back. He reached
Jaffa; got on board a ship that was sailing for Odessa, and thence
started home on foot.

X1

Yefim followed the road by which he had gone. As he came
nearer to his home he was again beset with anxieties as to how
things had been going on during his absence. “Much water runs
away in a year! It takes a life-time to build a home, but not long
to destroy it. Has the son managed the business properly without
me? How has the spring opened, and how have the cattle passed
the winter, and how has the hut been finished ?”
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Yefim was now near the spot where he had parted with Elisha
last year. The people were not to be recognised. Where last year
they were starving, now they were living in plenty. The harvest
had been good, and the people were better off and had forgotten
their former misery.

One evening Yefim came to the place where Elisha had left
him. As he entered the village, a little girl in a white smock ran
out from behind one of the huts.

“Grandad, little grandad! Come to our house!”

Yefim wanted to pass on, but the little girl caught him by his
kaftan and dragged him towards the hut, laughing. A woman
with a small boy stood in the door-way and beckoned to him.
“Come and have supper with us, little grandad; then Yyou can
spend the night.”

Yefim entered. “I will just ask about Elisha,” he thought.
“I believe this was the very hut he went into for some water.”

The woman took the bag from his shoulders, gave him some
water to wash himself, and seated him at the table. Then she
gave him milk, varénniki (curd dumplings) and gruel. Yefim
thanked her, and praised her for being so hospitable to strangers.

The woman shook her head. “How can we help taking in
strangers?” she said. “A stranger gave us life. We lived without
remembering God, and God punished us so that we expected
nothing but death. Last summer we were all lying in this hut,
sick, and with nothing to eat. And we should have died, only
God sent us an old man like yourself. He came in one day at noon
to drink; and when he saw us he pitied us and stayed with us.
He fed us and gave us drink, and helped us, and redeemed our
land, and bought a horse and cart and left them with us.”

Here an old woman entered the hut and interrupted the speaker.

“And up to this day,” she said, “we don’t know whether he
was a man or an angel of God. He loved us all, and pitied us all,
and then he went away without saying who he was; and we don’t
even know whom we should pray to God for. I can see it all now
just so. There I lay waiting for death, when in comes a little
old man with a bald head. He didn’t seem anything much, and
he asked for water. And I sinned and thought: ‘What does he
want here?’ As soon as he saw us he took off his bag and placed it
here and opened it.”
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“No, granny,” said the little girl, “he put it first on the
floor in the middle of the room and then he lifted it on to the
bench.”

So they disputed, calling to mind all his words and deeds:
where he sat and slept, and what he did, and what he said to
them.

Before the night the peasant came home in his cart, and he
also began to talk of Elisha and what he had done for them.

“If he hadn’t come to us,” he said, “we should all have died
in our sins. We were dying in despair, cursing God and man. But
he brought us back to life, and through him we learned to know
God and to believe in the goodness of men. Christ bless him!
We lived like beasts before: and he made us men.”

They gave food and drink to Yefim, and made a place for him
to sleep in, and then lay down themselves.

Yefim lay awake, thinking of Elisha; his mind full of the three
times he had seen him in the chapel at Jerusalem.

“So that is how he got a place before me,” thought Yefim.
“Whether God has accepted my labours or not I don’t know.
But God has certainly accepted his.”

The next morning the people bade good-bye to Yefim, gave
him patties for his journey and went to their work. And Yefim
took the road again.

X1
Yefim’s pilgrimage had lasted a year. It was spring when he

returned.

He reached home in the evening. His son was not at home, he
was in the tavern, and when he did appear he was drunk. Yefim
gucstioncd him, and soon saw that his son had been making merry

uring his absence—had squandered all the money, and neglected
all the work. Yefim began to upbraid him and he answered
insolently: “Why didn’t you stay yourself, instead of going off
for a journey? You took all the money, and now you expect me
to have some.”

The old man grew angry and struck his son.

The next morning Yefim went off to the village headman to
speak about his son. As he was passing Elisha’s house, he saw
Elisha’s old wife standing in the doorway and beckoning to him,
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“Good morning, friend,” she said. “How did you make your
journey?”

Yefim stopped. “Glory to God,” he said, “all went we}l with
me. I lost your old man, but I hear he has come home.”

The old woman began to talk—she was always glad of a talk.

“Yes, he came back long ago, our breadwinner,” she said.
“He came home soon after the Assumption. And glad we were
that God had brought him. We were lonesome enough when he
wasn’t with us. It’s true he can’t work much now, because his
years are great; but still he is our master and we are glad. And
how glad the boy was! ‘Without him,” he says, ‘it’s as bad as
without sunlight.” Ah! yes, desired friend, we were lonesome
enough without him, and missed him very much, for we love him
so.”

“Well, then, is he at home now?”

“Yes, dear friend, he is at home, in the bee-garden; he is hiving
the swarms. He says the bees are swarming finely this year.
He says God gives us more than we deserve for our sins. The
bees are so strong that he can’t remember the like. Go, desired
friend, he will be glad to see you.”

Yefim passed through the passage into the yard and the bee-
garden. And there stood Elisha in his gray kaftan, under the
birch tree, without face-net or gloves, lookmg upwards, his arms
stretched out, and his bald head shining, just as Yefim had seen
him in Jerusalem. And above him through the birch branches,
the sunshine gleamed like the sacred fire in the Holy Place, and
round his head the golden bees had formed a halo and buzzed
gently without stinging him. Yefim stood still.

The old woman called to Elisha.

“Gossip,” she said, “our friend is here.”

Elisha turned round, was glad, and went to meet him, plucking
the bees gently out of his beard.

“God be with you, neighbour! God be with you, my dear
friend! Well, and did you make your journey?”

“Yes, my feet made the journey. And I have brought you
some holy water from the Jordan. Come home and get it. But
I don’t know if God has accepted my labour. .

“Well, well, glory to God, Christ save you! »

Yefim was silent.
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“My feet were there,” he said at last, “but whether my soul
was there, or someone else’s. . , ”

“God’s business, neighbour, God’s business.”

“I stopped on the way back at the cottage where you stayed
behind...”

Elisha looked frightened and interrupted him hurriedly:

“God’s business, neighbour, God’s business. Well, come in
and rest awhile, will you, and I will bring you some honey.”

And Elisha changed the conversation and began to talk about
household matters.

Yefim sighed and did not try again to speak about the people
in the hut, or how he had seen Elisha in Jerusalem. But he now
understood that the best way to keep one’s vows to God and do
His will is for each man to show loving-kindness and do good deeds
unto others.

SWINBURNE

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE (1837~1909), the son of an English admiral,
was born in London and educated at Eton and Oxford. Among his books of
verse may be named Atalanta in Calydon, Poems and Ballads, Songs before
Sunrise, and Tristram of Lyonesse. Swinburne, like Byron, was a good
swimmer; and many of his poems refer to the sea. He has written, too,
much about France and Italy and their stirring history. Swinburne’s verse
is as remarkable for its fulness of language as for its thythm. The extract
which follows is from Tristram of Lyonesse. Sir Tristram, the knight, is
bringing the lovely princess Iscult from Ireland to be the bride of his uncle

King Mark of Cornwall. GrrAS did 2 (o
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SIR TRISTRAM ROWS THE SHIP

And while they sat at speech as at a feast,
Came a light wind fast hardening forth of the east
And blackening till its might had marred the skies;
And the sea thrilled as with heart-sundering sighs
One after one drawn, with each breath it drew,
And the green hardened into iron blue,
And the soft light went out of all its face.
Then Tristram girt him for an oarsman’s place
And took his oar and smote, and toiled with might
In the east wind’s full face and the strong sea’s spite
Labouring; and all the rowers rowed hard, but he
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More mightily than any wearier three.

And Iseult watched him rowing with sinless eyes
That loved him but in holy girlish wise

For noble joy in his fair manliness

And trust and tender wonder; none the less

She thought if God had given her grace to be

Man, and make war on danger of earth and sea,
Even such a man she would be; for his stroke

Was mightiest as the mightier water broke,

And in sheer measure like strong music drave

Clean through the wet weight of the wallowing wave;
And as a tune before a great king played
For&riumph was the tune their strong strokes made)
And sped the ship through with smooth strife of oars
Over the mid sea’s grey foam-paven floors,

For all the loud breach of the waves at will.

So for an hour they fought the storm out still,

And the shorn foam spun from the blades, and high
The keg] sprang from the wave-ridge, and the sky
Glared at them for a breath’s space through the rain;
Then the bows with a sharp shock plunged again »*
Down, and the sea clashed on them, and so rose

The bright stem like one panting from swift blows,
And as a swimmer’s joyous beaten head

Rears itself laughing, so in that sharp stead #75“
The light ship lifted her long quivering bows

As might the man his buﬁcteg strong brows

Out of the wave-breach; for with one stroke yet
Went all men’s oars together, strongly set oy
As to loud music, and with hearts uplift ¥ °
‘They smote their strong way through the drench and ¢
'Till the keen hour had chafed itself to death)

And the east wind fell fitfully, breath by breath,
Tired; and across the thin and slackening rain
Sprang the face southward of the sun again.

Then all they rested and were eased at heart;

And Iseult rose up where she sat apart,

And with her sweet soul deepening her deep eyes
Cast the furs from her and subtle embroideries
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That wrapped her from the storming rain and spray,
And shining like all April in one day,

Hair, face, and throat dashed with the straying showers,
She stood the first of all the whole world’s flowers,

And laughed on Tristram with her eyes, and said,

“I too have heart then, I was not afraid.”
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